THE IRON PUDDLER

As I said before, the feather beds were
mother's measure of wealth. Before she was
married she had begun saving for her first
feather bed. It had taken a long time to
acquire these two tickfuls of downy goose
feathers. The bed is the foundation of the
household. It is there that the babies are
born. There sleep restores the weary toiler
that he may rise and toil anew. And there at
last when work is done, the old folks fall into
a sleep that never ends.

We traveled steerage to Castle Garden,
Having passed the immigrant tests, we found
ourselves set out on the dock, free to go where
we pleased. But our baggage had disap-
peared. Some one had made off with our
precious feather beds!

This was the first real tragedy of my moth-
er's life. All the joy of setting foot in the new
land was turned to dismay. The stored-up
pleasure with which she awaited the greeting
of her husband was dashed in a moment, like
sweet water flung upon the ground. When I
saw the anguish in my mother's face, I was
sobered to life's responsibilities. The song
had died out of her heart, and I must makfc
it sing again. While she was crying in dis-
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